would have been so much easier for him to smash his
cofiee-cup, but no, he must choose the largest and heavi-
est thing he could find to destroy. He stormed and raged
in his distress like a wild animal that has been placed in
captivity. He cried aloud, hoarse and inarticulate cries
which the servants in the basement heard in fear and
trembling.
He crammed his fists into his mouth, he bit his hands
savagely, he raged through the house, tore to pieces the
music that was lying on the piano, burst into his wife's
bedroom, kicked the bed, wrenched dresses out of the
wardrobes, plunged his fist through the wardrobe
mirror and stood there, wounded and covered with
sweat, with blood streaming over his hand. He was
waging a battle. He was ridding himself violently
of an invisible opponent. When he left the house, it
looked like a battlefield; with a ravaged face and deso-
lated heart he rushed away from it. He was still wearing
his black coat, for he had come straight from college.
The housemaid ventured to follow him into the garden
with a raincoat, which he threw over his shoulders, too
impatient to put it on properly. He stormed, bareheaded,
through the rain down to the town and arrived at May
Kolding's as though he had been hurled there by an
explosion—distraught, broken, shattered, every shred
of dignity gone.
Fraulein Kolding, who was now working quite seri-
ously on her dissertation on Balzac, was frightened by
him; but she was too clever to show it.
" Where is my wife ? " thundered Ambrosius. " Your"
brother has run away with her ! I hold you responsible
for this.   Your brother is a cur, a scoundrel, a fop, a
dressed-up doll in white flannels. I will kill him, I will
shoot him dead/'
May Kolding waited with a little sarcastic smile.
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